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It’s been quite a year. With the arrival of the Covid-19 pandemic, we were all faced 
with a lot of changes. In an uncertain time, we learned how to adjust, how to keep go- 
ing in the face of fear. We learned to adapt. At Quest, we think that there is no better 
place to learn to adjust than on the page. We've dedicated this issue to the theme of 
“Adapting” because we know there are lots of artists and writers at Redeemer learning 
to do just that. As a community, we are still learning to live in this time. We hope that 
these images and these words provide comfort in our shared experience of adapting. 


Sincerely, 
Magda Teeuwsen 
Maggie Ford 
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Past Tomorrows 
Nathan Lise 


My emotions leave me, 
they stop in the fourth 
dimension. They don't 
progress. They dont move 
on. I move past them, 

I relocate them, in 

space. But it’s still all 
here. It won't give 

up. I still love all my 
crushes, and am scared 


of the dark. 


Collage 


Lauren Krale 


Adaptations 
Nathan Reid-Welford 


2020 has been all about adapting. We have been forced to adapt in order to keep some sem- 
blance of a normal life or to avoid fines, and judgement, and as a way to keep our sanity. It has com- 
pelled us to redefine words like essential and normal and alter our mindset in order to formulate a 
plan of attack to combat the coming months, opposed to succumbing to hysteria. It has given us a 
hope that if we preserver long enough we will make it out at the other side. 

And so, we have made the necessary adjustments, taking to Zoom for social, academic and 
professional purposes, rekindling a love for the outdoors, or spending more time on the little things 
like the home. Some of us have evaluated our lives and reconsidered what is truly important to us. 
Others have put their lives on hold, canceling weddings, post-secondary enrollment, future em- 
ployment, and trips. For some, adjustments have brought us to the Redeemer campus. Here further 
adjustments have been made to get a glimpse of the University life we have always heard about. Porch 
hangouts, outdoor meals, extra layers, and long walks with friends to name a few. 

And our reward? Making the most of an unfavourable situation. But nonetheless we await the 
day when this is no longer necessary, when normal finally returns. Because in our hearts and minds, 
no amount of adaptation is enough. No matter how familiar the brush of a mask is against our face, it 
still feels out of place. No matter how intriguing the conversation at refresh we cannot help but notice 
the glint of the plexiglass. 


When we are running late and turn around because we have forgotten our mask in our haste. 
When we are enjoying company outside, free of warning signs or glass, and for a blissful moment 
the virus ceases to exist, and we shift over to lean in for a selfie with a friend, only to be told to 
space out. 

Its moments like these, of instinctual behaviour, that make one thing apparent: adaptations 
and alterations are seriously different than change and conversion. We have made the necessary 
adaptations to continue on and function and in doing so have pieced together a shallow version of 
a normal life. But despite the situation, protocols, rules, and current living ‘norms’ the old-world is 
not forgotten. Despite being conditioned to these ‘norms’ who we were before still shines through, 
and in brief moments when all seems right with the world, we let them out. These are the mo- 
ments when we let down our guard and live, live like we have in the past. And that’s what can be 
said about adaptation; it is an adaptation because it is a deviation from what is usual. Although we 
know it’s worth it for ourselves and society, we are also conscious that things are not as they once 
were or as they are supposed to be. It is this fact that makes us long for what has been lost, crave it 
so desperately, and hope to reach out and grab every last sliver; because no matter how many times 
we are told, how much the world evolves, or how long this continues, adaptation is adaptation; and 
it will never feel normal. 


The full essay can be found at redeemerstudents.ca/quest/ 


Sun set 
Renessa Visser 


Evening is for lamp light thickening 


across the floorboards, laughter blurring a voice, bouncing off the roofs SO 
into motion. Across the street, I wait, but the minutes carry nothing, and the 


warmth wraps itself up and 


the sky is turning pink. Hunger, like a final 
breath, sharpens all the light. The curtained curls deep within its walls. I close the curtain 


windows, softly yellow, hug into the dim. against an ocean of stars. Onset of amnesia, 
Gently, filtered night, heavy sleep 


the curl of newborn buds smudge and haze tucked inside my room. In measures, dreams 


my burning eyes. Like piecemeal, they tight- stumble into sequence, excavation of my 
en up abdomen - losing all our words into the dark 


my longing. I hear 


September 
Renessa Visser 


Fall so slow. I walk into the forest - who knows how long it’s been. Something about the light is 
warped - there’s gaps the leaves used to fill. Wild grapes, dark persimmon. I’m learning to resettle, 
ever so slowly. I walk through the horizontal arms of September haze, burnt leaves cushioning 
my feet. My tired body leans into the climb, pain hiking up my legs. In an answer, the tired trees 
whine into the wind. I’ve been hungry, I’ve been lonely; I’ve buried my own heart and watched it 
turn to wood. September is unanswered forgiveness, burning up my skin. Sour apple, stained fin- 
gers. On the path is a bird’s shredded wing, skull intact, claw off to the side. Smell of rot and fresh 
blood, high in the grass. Vultures scale the wind, a thousand breaths away. I’m reaching for what’s 
left - remembrance fading. I’ve lost all the green I grew in the spring, and any growth that’s left has 
begun to look like death. Late sun, arcing through the leaves. Overturn, overgrow, sink into this 
earth and let the soil do the rest. 


Adapting 
Josiah Chung 


I change regarding the time 

what time is now 

have I lost what is mine 

Something is here 

I am not so clear, 

Yet I move along with the flow 
eventually I have something to show 


My mind, heart, wanders...... 
without, I seem to doubt 


my own existence 
Yet tangibly I am here 


Something has happened 
something has changed, 
Yet Iam better now I have the focus 


It can be hard, or easier than most 
but what is clear now is that I 
am true and new 


We Adapt 
Josiah Chung 9) 7 


Dyslexia of the Heart 
William Winkelhorst 


wrods ecynrpt menaing 

taht you rlelay did maen 

ufilnleulfd pormsie, blatant lie 

hensoty geos missnig udenr the perstene of lvoe 
“it's bteter she deson't konw” is yuor sfeaty vset 
haelnig and htunirg in one Idoaed gun 

oepn and frie, let yuor tonuge bcoeme nmub 
udenr the perstene of lvoe 

playing twister with words 


family 
/fam-i-ly/fam lé/ noun 
Helana Mulder 


1. a group consisting of parents and children living together / one dad, one mom, three boys, 
one girl, one cat / also the people that know the most about me / the people i see once a month 
while i am at school / the brothers that i roll my eyes at while around the dinner table / the 
parents that can be overbearing sometimes / the cat that never sits on my lap. 


2. a group of objects united by a significant shared characteristic / objects (or girls) in a dorm 
united by the fact that we were all selected to live together for eight months / the sisters i never 
had / the girls that know about every boy and every text message and every dream and every 
failure and every hope and every grade / the girls that have become my family while i'm away 
from my family. 


Untitled 
Nathalie Wood 


reality 
Karlene Annette 


we adapt, 
we change, 
we rearrange 
our lives we stress, 
to something feel small, 
that seems sometimes we fall; 
quite strange. yet we look 
upon the Creator 
we grow, who has a plan 
we learn, for it all. 
we often yearn- 
dreaming 
that things 
will again 


take a turn. 


Rollercoaster Liturgy 
Anna Bailey 


People say God's will is 
a path 

a sign 

a light 

a whisper 

a dream 

a conviction 


But so far God's will 

is like waking up from a nap 
on a rollercoaster. 

We dont 

choose it 

follow it 

find it 

hear it 

discern it. 

it happens 

to us 

sometimes violently. 

We wake up upside down 

or sideways because someone 
is yelling catch our breath open our eyes and 
realize 

it might be us. 


After all, we are strapped in and 
I've heard we might get 
whiplash. 

Sometimes screaming 

is necessary. 

So we may as well 

throw our hands up 

in resignation 

terror 

thrill. 

All of these are also known 
as worship. 


Ray of Sunrise 
Kenton Slaa 


The new day comes as such a blessing, 
In the knowledge that he keeps and preserves us. 


His grace is poured out, and his face shines on us. 


It gives me peace. 


The rays, reaching out and reaching up, 
Gently touch my face with their warmth; 
The Creator's ‘good morning’ 

He overflows my cup. 


The sign of a new day, 

With refreshed meaning and purpose. 
The possibilities of the day shine bright; 
‘Today is yours’ he seems to say. 


It doesn’t matter what we face 

Or what today may bring 

His sunrise makes me see and know 
I can take it, through his grace. 


The Lord bless you and keep you 

The Lord make his face to shine upon you and 
be gracious to you 

And Give you Peace. 

Amen. 


Untitled 


Kenton Slaa 


“There was nothing written about him before he was born” 
Nathan Lise 


It shall go with you! 

That is our prayer. 

When you travel beyond the known understanding of your parents’ teaching, 

and find yourself distantly connected to your past and your person. 

You ll be saying things, and they'll be looking at you, and they wont know who you are, who you 
were, and they have no history you can trace either. 

You stand there, connecting on new moments. A new future constructed in the now. 


This. 


“There was no message for you here until you read it” 
Nathan Lise 


It's a beautiful thing. 

A shared thing. 

You and me, my words, the page 

and however much of you youre willing to give. 

Write your name in the margins. 

Place yourself there in a moment of humbling glory or common sentiment. 
Will this become yours in words and thoughts? 

Poetry and stories? 

Distant memories and new phone numbers? 

Doodles and grocery lists? 

You want to make this poem better- than make it yours. Make its meaning. 
Tear it off the page, and let these words find you anew. 


A Prayer For Daily Life 


Kenton Slaa 


Father, great in majesty 

I pray this prayer now, urgently 
Grant thy grace and peace in me 
That in my tasks, I often see 

Thy hand, and sing out praise to thee. 


Reborn 
Karlene Annette 


We were once a seed so fragile and so small 
So oblivious to all wed become, so afraid of it all 


But then we took root, firmly planted in the ground 
And by some miracle we flourished into beauty all 
around 

Planted by the Creator, His rich soil supporting our 
lives 

Tended by the living water of the One who provides 
Ineffable that someone would so love us to care for us 
SO 

In the richest soil we could ever access or even possi- 


bly know 


And from these roots we continually grew and 
grew 

The same outer beings but yet refreshingly 
anew 

Growing to heights that we could never even 
fathom 

Vivid with the colours of life and boundless 
compassion 

The winds of this world could never even try to 
move 

Any single one of us who firmly have taken 
root 


Although the leaves may wither and the sea- 
sons may pass 

Rooted in the word of God we will eternally 
last 


